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XI.Concluded
There were other Bounds, both there where the

struggle was kept up, and further off, where
there was no struggle.though there was murderthere, too.sounds which are complementaryto the voices. Oh, mercy of Heaven, the
fury, the woe, the despair, the death, the hell,
that those voices told about! (Again we have
to go to Dante; he alone has fully painted the
horrors of sound : )

"Qu vi sotptri. pianti. e nllri puiti
Ri*oi avan per l'arr tenza * telle,

» ,

tM' > .rikiUfmetlU,
Pmro/e di dcU-re. aeernti <Tir«,
Vocs alts rrociia a no* di man con uxk,
Faeevanto uu nnnal'i, il qua! a'a?K'za
Sempr<s in quaif a »« jm:i tempo tinta.
Come la rena quando il tuibo >>pira.°'

»

"Qu>vi le rtrida. i! coinpiinlo e il latcento:
Beatenn m.'t'i q livi la vinu divina."'

DtnU Injtrit in. W.K) atqut, F. 3V.36.

Note this! What a stupendous Fugue it is

upon the one theme of pain giving voice!
Here " sighs, plainings, deep wails, resounded
through the starless air !(" outer darkness,"
namely, to w hich is assigned " weeping and
wailing, and gnashiug of teeth.") "Strange
tongues, horrible jabberings, (and "horrible"
meant more, then, than it does now,) words of
pain, (chronic groans,) tones of wrath, voices
deep and hoarse, (from intensity of agony,) and
sounds of hands amongst them, combined into
a tumult which turns itself unceasing (Fuguelike)in that air,'timeless dyed, (eternally stained

with darkness, namely).like the sand when
the Simoom wreathes it, (into an infinity of
forms.) * * * The peculiar place, iu fact.
of strained and violeut outcries, (strida,) of
querulous moauings, also, and of lamentation ;
(the place, aa is said emphatically elsewhere*
which stings to wailing ".chepugat a yuaio.
that portion of the valley of the " Dolorous
Abyss*' which, like a mighty ear-trumpet,
"gathers".by its conformation.u infinite waitingsinto one thunder "." and here, blasphemy
of Hods virtue everywhere was rife."

Such was the chorus of those voices, coming
up to lleale Lloyd, at, in his dream, he lay and
shivered, till he was forced to stop his ears and
close his eyes, lest he should even see what was

so terrible to the other sense.voices of strong
men, hghting, cursing, dying, smothered choked; voices of women and children, lying apart,
and wasting their remnant oflife in low moans,
or else, shrieking, clawing, fighting, tooth and
nail, among the foremost; or else, crushed underfoot amid the press and throng, beating
their feet in the last quiver of departing life,
throeing and hiccoughing out the death-rattle.
Oh..it was too ^tprnhJe b r him who heard, yet
strove not to listen.wouTT give his life not to
li/ten! The nightmare of it seized him.lockedhim there.no motion in his tongue.no use

to his limbs.all sense stunned, save only hearing!Yet, without, and above thsre, where
tin v hammered, and kept up the regular clinkclankof t he pumps, lie could hear the voices of
men talking carelessly.the enlivening jest went
round, and the loud burst of laughter! Did
they hear it below there, this laughter, and did
they fancy themselves in hell already, and that
this struggle they had gone through.were goingthrough now.was Death, and, after death,
nothing being like it in life ? * * * 44 Handt-pikesthere, all of you forr'ed.stand by.open
he hatches!" so ran the cry along the deck.
a moment after, and there was a cold shiver beneathhim.a sound, as of one, unused to it,
plunged suddenly under the shower-both, and
this sound from huudreds of voices.the strugglingceased.there were twenty heavy falls
upon deck.*' watch there ! Over he goes! ".
a plunge into the water.44 stand by.there goes
another! Knock him down!" * * * Yet,
though the hatches were opened, and the strugglehad ceased, those low moaning cries went

on, ever the same, with, every now and then intermingled,a silent, low laugh, that was more

fearful to hear than anything.or, a shrill, hys[tf-ricscream broke out now and then, sporadically,Again, from the deck, came the word:
44 Forred there! Go down.you.and hand
'em up-"-quick ! And you, keep count there.
Form a Cue to the gangway! " * * * From
below came a dolorous voice: 44 Here's a m-ss!
Been fighting Half dead. 1 reck'n. Pass him
up, Bill." A new voice cried: 44 Oue! " and a

heavy bodv was plunged into the sea. 44 Two ! "

another plunge. 44 Thretf t " (not a superfluous
word,) plunge. 44 Four 1" plftnge. 44 Tally ! "

Pluuge j * * * jSfo.jt wftS jn vain.he
dug his fingers into his ears. * * * he
writhed, he turned, he hummed, he talked aloud,
he whistled.yet it trould l»e heard, that regularplunge of the heavy body into the sea, seem

iug to keep time with the regular clink-clank of
the puiup, and with the regular pulse of the
water upon the deck, scupper-ward. It tooiild
be heard, that systematic, awful count.for
every plunge.oue.two.three.four.Tally !
One.two.three.four.Tally! * * * Till
at last he got to feci a fearful sort of interest
i" the matter.how large would be the score.
how long before tliey would cease. * * *

-Aud, was the fellow keeping his count right ?
Did he note every plunge? Did he not score a

single plunge twice, sometimes? lie would

k*-ep the count himself. How many were there
already.Thirty-five ? Plunge.and score one ;
plunge.and score two; plunge.and score

'hree: plunge.plunge.two bodies.u one and
halt do you call that, or two?" asked the tel-1

ler. '* Every heud counts," was the answer.

'"Four.T/tHy.plunge.and score one.it
was a mother and her baby who had been handedupl * * * Still counting.the pomps
have ceased, while the men take breath, and
*' sj»lie-j the main brace; " but the teller has no

*v.spite. * * * Still those sullen, monotonousplunges, * * * followed by: Score
one.two.three.four.Tally ! One.two.
three.four.Tally! One.two.Hallo! AH
out, by ! * * * And the nnmber
*'out,*' according to the dreamer's count, was

oiHctly One Hundred and Eighty-Seven ! * * *

Stunned, dismayed, with mind all set ajar
fcad aching by these horrors, which the darkles*.his propinquity, without exact participation,and his unstrung nerves, combined to renderyet more terrible, more girt with maddeningsuggestions, he resolved to seek at leant
*hat companiousbip which might alleviate the
scpornatual intensity of his awful fright. On
deck were still heard the cheerful voices, the
mugh, the jest. He sprang from his berth, felt
his way to the ladder, and, lifting up the hatch,
appeared upon the forecastle. It was about
*uuset, and the sunset after a fierce war of ihe
*'>aieuts. The clouds, torn, rent, wasted,
moved along in lurid lines towards the black
horizon beyond. The sea is heaving sluggishl.vilike the chest of some giant, weary with the
burden of a combat, and who, fiingiug himself
down, pants in long-drawn breaths to free his
tense lungs. In the trough, between two
mound-like waves, the schooner rolls, and,
along the hollow of this valley, streams the gold
nud crimson sunset, like a battle track of blood.
The waves, here kissed with rose-hues till they
s'ow like ruby wine, here black and tarn-like,
here of a diaphanous and spectral green, rear
ttu-ir minor forms, foam-tipt, in all restless and
Perplexing shapes, each with its dismal shadow
r'-arhiug out an arm towards the ship, as if to

Iciutth and sink it. Playing, in fantastic groups,
hither and thither, about the steep, and on the
aumtnii ol the rounded swell, like the folds and

roes of serpents about their charmer's legs,

* » '.

biasing, rising, twisting, convoluted viper-hair
of Medusa.they seoui instinct with fitful life.
and are full of trick and malice.like the band
of fiends who tempted Anthony in the desert.
seeking, with beauty, fright, grotesques ess, variety,and magic art, to win his thoughts from
prayer. There were spot of glassy calm, all
smooth and green, like this shade of a grove of
palm trees 'midst the san<J> glare. There were

whirling Hakes of foam, white as the bosom of
an albatross; aud green masses of wave, all
lighted np from themselves with chilly phosphorescentflame; and rounded,sucking eddies,
spinning, and " clucking ; * and sharp-backed
waves that cangbt the sun s golden touch, aud
mixed kaleidescopically the renetted wonders
of the clouds above, now all aflame and flying,
purple-dyed, and crimson, mh1 scarlet, and livid
blue, like a bloody, rout ><1 host, whom the
sword of vengeance drivtfe ever before it in
terror, ever striking in amcug them, and stainingthem anew. And, afar and high, the black
storm stands apart, hesitating if to go or to return,and Hashing out a awlisn blaze of lightningnow and then, follower by muttered thunder.And low upon the sets beneath that
storm, one can see approach tae swift mist of
the night, gathering cold And moist, and comingon to wrap the ship in. i^s clammy folds,
which chill one like the dank and earthiness of
a newly opened grave. Through all this the
laboring schooner makes Jjer slow and dismal
way, as, through througed-.st^ets, in the days
of Terror, the cart used to toj along in Paris
towards la sainte (hiillotxue,' * * * The
schooner? Sure he knowj the neat arch of
that deck, the fine lines.£iotigh crashed they
be, now, and splintered. And those fierce,
bronzed, ragged faces, so jAifti&nly and reckless.those voices, strideflt, raucous, full of
harsh laugh, and brutal c&th, aud heinous
blasphemy, and obscene coarseness.sure he
knows them ! * * * A :t 'tis the slaver.
hia venture for gold and pe)f. £id part of it.
one hundred and eighty-sevea gamely. * * *

One. Two. Three. Four. Tally! * * *

Ugh! Grrrr! away, thyu fiend j * * *

"Hallo! shipmates, the storm seems over.
How's the leak ? "

They have not seen him-vWore. Ha 1 What
means that clattering peal <;C<*rror.that wild,
unearthly shriek of madd^Ai tlight ? Ha !
comrade, I'll not harm you ! W * * Christ!
he is overboard ! * * * ; Ho ! ho 1 man
overboard! man overboaral » * * Why
do they not save their cotorace? Why, with
hair all horrent, and ashen laces, and eyes
stretched wide, do the whoje crew stand there
on deck, motionless, gaziug only at him ?
* * * Man overboard, I-1 .y.see, he tioats
astern ! * * * He wilj g i to them.they
are drunk.they do not hear He walks towardsthe stern.they stand, t yea fixed, forms
all a-shiver, as he draws towarc &them, * * *

until one, that black bearded " ate, the tall and
burly Maltese, grandest villain], cut-throat, desperadoof them all, flinging h 9 clenched hands
towards the sky, yells out: * tyUericordia J oh
santissima Vergine! * * *! la Vendetta di
Dio > * * * Jc.iu J in mani tuoi!" * * *

to the stern ; * * * to the bulwark ; * * *

on the rail; * * * one fearful look back;
* * * over his shoulder; * * * one scream,
waking the night; * * * c.ie plunge.and
he is down.a bubble oveal t spot where he
sunk! * * * Are they ;)-,ad ? And he
hastens forward, beckoning t" them, and eryiugout. Then, with united t>. t ieks of horror,
with simultaneous cry : " It i* < it Vengeance oj
God! It is the Vengeance oj God! " They
rasft apart, they spring, aml^> ike Panurge's
sheep, following their leader, each takes the
mail leap, each plunges into the sea, each, with
that uight-startling scream, ea< "* with that backwardglance over his shoulde- each with that
single bubble rising to the sp^ where the watershas closed over him ! * * And, sinkingdown to the deck, in his dr. vm, the wretchedprisoner of the cell fancied unself alone on

the wi<ie waste of Ueean, in a ainaged, leaky
ship. * * * There came \t him thoughts
that drove him mad again ; * * * thoughts
of why all had^fled him so; * * * drowned
themselves to escape his pres. nee. * * *

Was he then supemnturally pVted ? Had he
died, * * * aud, coming ba^>, brought with
him some fearful mark of the "tnds whence he
returned? Or, * * * La V- '.delta di Dio !
* * * Was he.men befor^ now huve had
missions. * * * It was pv nitted George
of Cappadocia, for instance, e ibezzler, thief,
robber of widows and orpha. < , extortionist,
usurer, simonist.it was permitted this polluted
wretch to become Bishop of the Holy^Jhureh.
Martyr.Saint.guardian waif" »of the Church
Militant, and Patron of M.>rie England.
* * * if, this, then.perh^ , he also. The
poison of a spiritual conceit « pride, swelteringin his veins, gave him *lr<^.; th again. He
arose.there was light in the r.abin, * * *

he felt a call thither. Meantim.-, the helmless
ship rolled heavily aud groauin^in the trough
of the lurid sea. * * * I l£_-.two swinging
lamps, (he is speaking again, jr. .It for fear of
being alone ;) two lamps, grirot I and smoky,
that shed a fierce red light iw ind, upon the
lockers, the keen arms in the ick, the table
and its spread charts and opeu Og book. All
gone I none lefl to bear roe f-unpany in my
woe, * * * none left! How icy screamed,
aud leaping up, and looking -mud, plunged,
and gurgled, and went down lix< lead I I'endeltadi Dio I * * * I ska d have liked,
now, to have kept count of them, m they plunged.onescore for every plunge. *' * * One.
Two. Three. Four. Tally J w * » What
sport! * * * How that Maltese did shriek
when he beheld me, * * # yet, a bolder devil
never cut a throat. * * * Why, then ?

# * is my face like the face of Moses ?
# * # shall I have to wear a veil? Or, it is
like the face of liakem ben Haschem of Khorassan,with the silver gauze over it, which, once
lifted, revealed.such horrors, that:
" ' Now turn and look.then wonder, if thou wilt,
That 1 should hate, should take revenge liy guilt,
I'pon the hand, whore mischief or who«e mirth
Sr.iit me thus maim'd and monstrous upon earth;
And on that race who, though more vile they be
Than mowing apes, are deiui-itods to me'
Hi re judge it Hell, with all lie power to damn,
Can xdd or.e curse to the I'oul th ug I am"
He raised his veil.the maid turn'd slowly round
ijooked at him, shrieked, and sunk upon llie ground 1"

* * * Pretty verses! Aud I ? There's
the mirror; turn we these lamps around ; now,
the light Llazus full. * * * Poor wretches!
] ,tn nnt wander. * * * I had fortrot. So.
'tis a pretty whiteness. Has alabaster a more

sheeny glisten? Could I not win now, and
have to wit'e, the Jungfrau, whom I rival in
curst splendor of whiteness? * * * Why,
they took me for a white shark.me, * * *

the High Priest of Impunity * * * the linensobedacolyte of the foetid slough ; * * * me!
Come to my arms, oh beauty.come to the
arms of thy adopted, the arms of the Leper, the
Leper white as snow! * Yet.I can look
upon myself. Is it, then, myself.or has the
fiend gone into me, as he went into the swine
upon the hill-side, and drove them down into
the sea? * * * I am chilled and damp. I
must have swooned. Why does the ship roll
thus heavily, from side to side? f'Tis wet here,
too, and the water swishes from right to left as

we roll. * * * And hark! that buzz and hum
and babble of many voices, uncouth, guttural.
* * * What can it mean ? PU qq deck. * * *

Ha! these black forms clustering ihrsrard,
naked. the slaves are loose! How the
sohoocer is sunk down ? Heavens 1 The leak.
we are sinking! Hal there.man the pumps,
if you would save your Jjyee! * * * How they
store and gibber! *'* * ah, this Jeper's coat,
* * » this accursed foul whiteness! No time
to pause now, though, or we shall go down.

n dnra! come to the cao-
oume, juu siuiuxug .e_ ,

stan.rig the pomps; I will sh'ow you how.
Quick! Mind not him; I will not harm you ;
lie is a coward, to leap overboard so. * * *

I am a man, like you, I tell you. Come. To
work ! * * * How they stare and gibber I
This one I touch drops down, torpid, like a

sulphur strangled bee, whose hire men would
rob. * * * Come, we shall perish t See you
not how heavily the ship rises against that
wave ? The next will sweep ore# her. To the
pumps t * * * Alas, they will not. My awful
presence seems to strike them dumb * * *

dumb and senseless, as if God's lightning had
scathed them. Can soch fear be? * * *

Ha! how she reels and staggers! I'll to work, *

I, and save them ! Hold to your work, stout d
muscles. Clink-clank, good pump. How the
water gushes, * * * and they stare ever at me in n

ray whiteness ! * * * Vain ! I am weary! n
The sweat starts; I can no more. Up, you d
dogs, or drown! No! * * * no! * * * too plate! Doomed! Now we settle now bows v

lower, lower, reeling, sideways.we are sinking, t
Poor dogs, I could pity ye, crouching there, *

staring * * * gibbering. * * * That tl
plunge! * * * I thought we were gone, v

Tin strange.death so near, * * * yet * * * d
1 am very calm. Ha! it conies! That wave, f
rolling towards us its green, curling, crested t
front.'twill sink us. * * * Save yourselves, a
all! Audi? * * * and 1? * * * It i
comes! comes I * * *s

«i

XII.

Almost!
' Think the shadow on the dial

For the nature moot undone,Mark* be papain* 01 the trial,
Frovr» the presence ®f itae *un ! "

Even out doors it is cloudy and damp, this
morning.for not even in Genoa is every dayserenely bright.and, within the Oubliette, the
damp and chill and gloom are most forbidding.The lamp has been burning all night, and now
its obstructed wick, almost exhausted, and hintin.*In oiinnnntOlnn. ~ !«!.- 1-

«v oupctovuiuuo«jCO| 1/1 IUII1I13 nuu SlirUUtlH,
burns with a dull, red glare, sullen and unwilling.The banker is seated at his desk, not
writing, nor indeed doiug anything but thinking,with scowling brow and chin dropped uponhis breast. Last night he took an unusuallylarge dose of opium, and, after a term of horror
exaggerated beyond aught he had previously
known, his waking looks betray how the thing
is telling upon him. What with his haunting
shame ana guilt, his torturing thoughts, his

Soisoncd draughts, his dwelling here in the
amp and murk and dark, and the many ways

in which he has abused his mind and frame,
the man is failing fast. He has grown suddenlyold; his hair is become thin and whitened ;
his cheeks are wrinkled into deep lines, as is
his brow; his lips are shrunken, blue, and
quiver unceasingly, the nether one drooping
every now and then in an inane teeble sort of
way, which is most strikingly and painfully indicativeof failing mind and body. His eyes
are red and gloomy, the whites of theia injectedwith a bilious brown, which shows disordered
functious, while the pupils begin already to betraythe influence of the poison with which his
system is surcharged. These eyes also, as
windows to the soul, show how all within is perturbed,rebellious, phantasmic, morbid, and
gloom-deluged. At times sullen and tierce,
they seem full of a quick resentment aud hasty
passion, that warn every one to stand out of the
way of his unjust fury ; at other times they stare
apart, as if their focus were peopled with
strange images, ghostly shapes, aud fantastic
objects, such as come within scope of the clairvoyant'silluminated vision. His hand is thin,
wrinkled, dry iu the palm, and nervous; and if
he walks, he does not lift his feet confidently,
but shuffles along, like one whose Bight is filmyand obstructed.

Yet his mind is strong, his power of work
enormous, and.he is not humbled. Remorse,
pain, shame, terror, dread, all these he knows,
feels, acknowledges, yet, with the same strongs.lfishiiess as of old, he asserts himself to every
one.except George. His wife dares not advise.herremonstrances are met with frowns.
he has known what was best all along; how
should she acquire this very superior judgment
so suddenly and at this tare Jay t Pshaw t If
Helen questions, or Rupert sneers, 'tis the
same. Let Helen go to her piano, or harp.let Rupert lounge about Hotel Feder, or the
billiard rooms. What conception have theyof the nature, the exigencies of his business.
much less, of his * * *? He knows best.

So, thus miserably defiant without, thus terriblyhaunted and demoniacally possessed within,he had gone on with his system of selfdestruction,deliberately, and without any materialinterruption or impediment. And now,
it seemed indeed, the end was not very far off.
What the shame and agony born of crime
could not accomplish seemed now about to proceedfrom the gnawings of positive disease. The
damp, the durkness, confinement, and the poisonousfumes of his familiar drug, were graduallybut surely dragging him down into the pit.The luxury of life for its own sake was longsince departed, and now came on a season of
dejection, of weariness, of lassitude, of weakness,
that rapidly merged into a condition of positivedespair. He had fled, he thought, from the
scenes and objects so associate with his violatedpride, hut he had discovered that there
was no flight possible from the pain of that
violation; it was already an integral part of
himsclt, to obliterate which required to wipehimself out also. Sighs and longing were his
happiest portion. And then, to endure this
weary lassitude, this torture of the waning mind,
this being tied ever at the stake, to bo graduallyconsumed by the smouldering flames of
memory and reflection, embittered, moniaceous,
corrosive, cancerous because of the ever-attendantthought of what " might have been ! "
Distraction, this! How strive against such
foes, or, indeed, why strive against them ? To
die, and be at rest. Ah, delicious thought, recurringoften euough for him to takes its measurevery accurately. How often and in loveliestguise it visited his mind 1 Gifts, endowmentsnot yet spoiled for use, nor fully brought
into play ? To be sure ho had them, yet, 'twas
they chiefly had brought him to this strait.
Family? They were better without him ; and,
the thought of them only plunged him deeper
into shame. They did not console him ; could
not. Their presence rather added a poignancy
to his woe, a deeper shadow to his dejection ;
they were a rebuke to him whose pride did not
tolerate rebuke. And, if he waited, hoped, if
even he extricated himself from his crime, and
went again before the world with a clean bill of
health, would he also be able to^couquer the effectsof this long griefand pain? He might crush
the scorpion unaer his foot, but, was he not alreadybitten, was there any specific antidote that
would be efficient in his case ? Like the
Princess in the Arabian tale, he might conquer
and slay the A frite, but, like her, he had breathed
the fatal flames of the combat, and his vitals
were shrivelled within him, There were dark
and bitter remembrances that would not yield
their keen edge to the softening touch of Time;
and the violent hand of passion, sweeping rudelyover the strings, seemed to have jarred and
weakened the instrument forever. Memory
was synonymous with Vengeance, and wielded
ever over his head a ruthless, two-edged sword.
Suffering had soured and made bitter his
thoughts, and now, with weakness, dejection,
and lassitude, his reflections took on a sombre
hue indeed. Shipwrecked in the waters of s«r-
row he bad boen, and his craft, going to pieces,
had broken up and been scattered over Lne sea.
There remained at the bottom now only the
heavy fragments, the sogged and soaked timbers,the bolts, the bars, the cables, all dull,
and brown, and rusty. The senseofhis own weaknessever increased upon him, and ever upbraidedhim more and more, more and more dragginghim down into the regions of despair. He
had learned to weep for his weakness, and those
tears had taught him to curse the shame which
was tfcje cause of that weakness, while he despairedof ever recovering from it. His pride
was such, that to feel shame, to shed tears, to
shnn men, and especially to hope to do these
things, from circumstance, fnd because of weakness,was the greatest torture he had to endure.
Impatient, fiery spirit, his,

" Lm menu til to* in perpetu* lite
and from that strife proceeding only bitterness, j
premonitions of madness, and despair. What 0
availed waiting.what profited working? Even t|
if his work prevailed, it wonld not restore him.
He could never go back.his pride and his ^
shame forbade that Why work, then, and
sweat, and toil, for nothing ? Who knew bet- ^
ter than he did, that, ,t

' Work without hope draws aectar in * sieve, y,
And hope without an object cann 4 live."

What need of waiting longer, then, iu these re- si

gions of torture, of woe, of haunting spectre $
and damned unrest ? Why wait, delay, put off y<

that was eventually inevitable.what must be
one sooner or later.more or less painfully?
Every day these spectres were becoming

aore sombre, more insolent, more powerful,
aore frightful, and more terribly real; every
ay his need of Opium was growing more su*erue; every day that cursed gnawing at his
itals proved itself more anguishing, more inolerable; every day he became weaker and
teaker, in mind and body. Which was better,
hen, to anticipate the stroke now. while some

igor, some comfort still remained ; while the
arkeat hour was still at a distance ? or to wait
or its coming, until the blight of his soul and
he torture of his flesh had driven him mad,
nd he met the fate assigned him, a bed-ridden,
nane, limbless, drivelling idiot; the scofi* and
coru of men, the monument of his own shame ?
Look upon that picture, and upon this!n

[to bk corninjEn.J
For the National Era.

M A M M 0 N >
A WINTER NIGHT'S SONG.

by e. foxton.

In the autumn day, on the brown hill-side,
Stout Harold, the woodsman, his keen axe plied.
His lusty arm, with its ringing stroke,
Ilea it death to the core of a toary oak.
Hi* cheek was ruddy, his frame was strong,
And his quaint old carols were loud and long.
For kind stars smils
Upon honest toil;

And innocent joys his heart's cares beguile,
That nestle there safe from the world's turmoil,

Nor harbor with hate and wrong.
Tl e mists from the meadows in dark wreaths rise,
And darkness talis from the murky skies.
Gray crumbling clouds its the bleak west lower,
For spelts and sprites 'tis no impotent hour;
And darkness falls oil the woodsman's hrow ;
Strange clouds o'er his sunny humor go.
For why for his bread shall he toil and sweat,
While his idle lords'o'er their ven'son fit,
And the nut-hrown aie from bright beakers quaff?
His blood ran cold at a hollow laugh'.
" Dar'st thou hie with me over mount and wold,
When the nightwiuds are howling, thou woodsman

bold,
Thy barons and knights shall be all outdone
By Conrad of Ghostwood's dauntless son.
I have keys that shall open the old earth's chest.
Up, up. and leave women and babes to rest! "

When, shuddering, he sought for the form that spoke,
He saw but dim circles of yellow smoke.
From the mouth ol a half choked cave that wound
And grovelling crept along the ground.
" Who bids me forsake my coltige so warm,
My wife and my child, for the midnight storm ? "
" The lord am I of the gem-lit mine,
Give ear, au.1 a monarch's wira h is thine !
Thy wife shall dwell in a castle grand,
And thou shall be envied of all in the land'."
Compliance danced in the youth's glad eye,
Bui first he must say to his home, gcod-by.
Sore chafed the goblin. He liked it not

That the clear gaze of I.ove should survey bis thin plot;
And yielding at last, he exacted with care,
That no time should be wasted in blessing or prayer.
Harold out of the wood to his threshold has come.
" Ah, welcome, dear husband, welcome home
Thine image has cheered ine the livelong day,
All care at the sound of thy foot flies away.
Our babe's rosy lips 1 as he wreathed to frame.
In bubbling* unschooled their first utterance, thy name.
Our mother has yearned for the holy words,
That.nightly, thy lettered skill affords;
And now all thy toil* -nd thy perils oVrpast,
Thou art here, th u art safe, al my side al last!
On our warm, bright health is the kettle singing,
Tiie fire, Tthe arms round the pine'* trunk flinging.
Unheeded without, while the winter wind brawl*,
tweet summer shall sin le within these four wallf."
' My Edith, kind F.dilh. right g nd is thy hearth,
But not to night may I share its tnirlh
Thy board 1* spread, and thy s-s'tle warm,
To-night they may not receive my It rm.
For I mu t hie over mount and wold.
In the weird wild night. 10 search for gold.
Thou sh'ilt dwell ere long in a ca«tle grand,
Admired and envied of all in the I»nd."

''Shall I see thee then in purple dressed,
Of a'l in the 1 md admired, caressed ?
Shall our boy be reared with more dainty care,
And fare as the children of nobles fare.
Bear H»ro d Yet canst thou not be more dear;
And my russet weed* are to me a* fair,
80 they please thine eye. a* the velvet sheen
And the ermine inantle that deck a queen !
Nay. go not forth, the night is wild.
Rest safely here with thy wife and child I "

8hc pleaded in vain : but the old crone took
A worm fretted tome from it* sacred nook.
And F.re thou go forth, at least,'' *be said,
"Isctoor nightly portion and prater be read."
He wavered, and almost had 'n*ned about,
When a coffer'* clank was heard without.
As he dashed it aside, with a noise ke a knell,
In it* brazen clasps rinei g.lhe Bible fell.
8tnnll bands were atretciied from a cradle by,
The father unheeding pushed ihem by.
But still to the doorway 1 is f>nd Falith piesred,
And sank in her sob* on his loudening breast.
' Vainly th- n bin "rest: 1 may not stay,
Nor even ihou Edith, shall bar my way.
To morrow shall pence and forgiveness earn,
For trust me, dear love, I shall soon teiurii."

He sprang from her side, the shades closed round,
And swift y they rushed o'er the freezing ground.
Int:i moss-grown tomb' t!ie> wended down,'
Ai d made the spoil* of" the dead their own;
Whose white jaw* cla'ter^d with ghastly grin,
That still the old ore new soul* could win ;
'Neath raxing waters Ihey choking stood,
And wrested his gems from the howling flord ;
Or by twilight paths to the centre led,
Tore the diamond forth from its twinkling bed;
And lo, as tbey swept in their course along,
For each fell sprite of earth, air, and sea,
In me train of Mammon was bound lo be.

As faster tbey rushed over slock and stone,
The way with bleeding hearts seemed strown,
And the widow's tr ar and the orphan's prayer,
Streamed fitfully through the haunted air

Futnt tale* were borne by the wailing wind,
As sobbing and panting it toiled behind,
Of a withered woman of hollow che. k,
And tottering footsteps, unstayed and weak,
And a sleeping infant that wasting slept,
And a lonely mother, who watched and wept.
But the spectre's voice rang loud in his ear,
It rallied his hope, und it stunned his fear.
For they who go
Through the ab et and snow

With a fiend for a guide, no fear must know,
Nor a moment'* aid nor pity bestow,

Lest straightway it disappear.

Fierce Battle limy drove qver smiling lards,
And wrung their htra earnings front toil.wern hand*,
The simpie wild men, from their dances and feasts,
They hunted in herds, all turned to beasts;
And the woodsman won treasures of priceless co»t,
Till, sated, he turned to take leave of his host,
And saw, * his mantle of smoke unrolled,
A skeleton mounted and chained with gold.
Hoof, horn, and hell-kindled eye flashed fell,
Then vanished the whole it) a wild long yell;
And Harold, weighed down wilh hi* bcoty, stood
Alone jn the depths of ihe grim black wood.

Some ftr»*i*linr ray* fet hit way ihere »trr?rocd.
The niouiiiain with sudden grave Hones £iej»med.
As hia Marling eye on the vision he hands,
Of kindred it s»ems to read, and frienda.
They gleamed and faded ; and on he aped.
The anowa had settled upon hi« head.
The blaat had blighted his limb's young strength,
But he reached hia forsaken home at length.
Hia hearth was cold and hia household gone,
He stood with hia wealth on the earth alone.
For Time stays not his flight
For the groping wight.
Who plunges hia soul into Mammon's night;
And hia heart's beat field, ere be And the light,

The fore-locked thief may have mown.

PF Pp^'S IN Pl.yMOJJTH CjJDRCg..
onual leasing of pews m H. W. BeecherS
harch, Brooklyn, occurred on the 34 instant,
L is said the number of persons in attendance
n the occasion was from 1,800 to 2,000, one

lird of whom being ladies. j
The pews, numbering abont 300, were sold

) the highest bidders, and they were all dis- j
osed of at very high premiums, one bringing i

a high as $160 premium, and a number $100
nd over. The amount realized from the sale <

as $20,429.50, the premiums alone amounting <

> $16,711.50. The amount received from the i
lie last year was within a very few dollars of |
25,000, thus showing an increase over last i
ear of nearly $5,000. ]

# ^

For the National Era.

A CHAPTER WHEREIN A COUNTRYWOMANGOES TO TOWN.
The last time you went on a journey, ages

ago, before the prairie railroad was dreamed of,
you rattled along iu the big wagon. How
snugly your husband packed you iu the sweet

hay bed on the bottom of that old bone-breakinginstitution. Your first boy was a baby
then, and you were taking your tender buudie
to town to be daguerreotyped. You was so

happy. How the birds shrieked in the groves.
how the face of Nature smiled upon you, as you
bade it good morning, in the glisteuing dew.
how you loved.how you enjoyed. Life was
before you as a distant landscape sunlit. How
beautiful it was I

But now, how different! The sunlight has
faded into dull, hard reality. The baby of that
ride ha* g.-owu into his first great coat, and,
though your love has grown apace, it is no

longer the sporting, bounding love of early
days, but is marked with tho struggle of hard
times, while the light step has grown weary beneaththe burden of other soft bundles that have
crept into your arms.

You have Btayed at home, amid gathering
cares, till you have lost sight of the world. Its
hum never reaches your ear.you have grown
old in jour twenties.
Your husband, at last awakened to the idea j

that jou are becoming fossilized, takes the law t
into his own hands, aud now.jou need not

struggle.he is going to put jou in the cars, .

and send jou to jour kin, in Cincinnati. u They ,

don't want me," jou plead. " Oh, don't send \
me among cold citj faces. I shall die;" but
he is inexorable."jou are dying here, shut up 1

within the four walls of jour home; so ' fix
up,' and be off with jou." |
And now comes the getting readj.it is like

breaking up the great deep in jour mind. You
have long ago laid aside the fashion of the
world, as inconvenient and cumbersome; well
content if jour ever-busy ueedle has kept jour
husband aud all the little ones clothed, without
vexing yourself about modern innovations. As
for hoops and fashiouable bonnets, you have
held them among the things in Leviticus that
were abominations in the sight of the Lord ; and
you have maintained jour integrity by a stanch
adherence to the fashion of your bridal wardrobe.But now, says your husband, my dear
Mrs. Rip Van Winkle, you must purchase
hoops, aud take off that horrid white muslin
cap, and hang up that dismal brown gingham
gown, and just go to work, and make yourself
over again, that you may look like one of your
own species; and you stand obedient. Like a

sparrow on a hay-stack, you look down upon
your inflated skirts, and blush for the folly of
yonr generation.
The whole neighborhood is put under requisitionfor you. Mrs. Simpkins, good soul!

who prides herself on her knowledge of the
fashions, sends over the new fall bonnet, aud
begs you will just wear that, instead of buying
a r.ew oue, for the few days you are to be gone.
Dear, kiud Mrs. Simpkins I you say, through
a falling tear, how considerate ! but so is every
one. Each one in the little circle sends or

-aeojcdMim-tti uvo you trouble or expense.Surely, you think, a countrywoman's life is
full of pleasantness, and all her paths are
peace. How you dread the stiff city cousins,
and how they are-dreading you !
You have gone through your little house-

hold, and put all things in order, from the ba-
king of extra pies and bread, to the sewing on
of the last shirt-button. You have labelled all
the oddB and ends of summer clothing, and
laid them away with solemn caution, thinking
how they will have to search for this or that,
if not marked, and your sensitive frame shivers
perceptibly as the thought of railway accidents
passes through your mind. And here you are
seized with a presentiment that yon will never
return 1 How strange, that your husband
should go whistling about his work, just as if
nothing had happened, or was ever goiug to
happen, to his miserable little wife! But you
have mercv on him, you do not confide your
terror; moreover, he would laugh at you, aud
yon are in no mood to stand that.

At last you are dressed for the journey.
Gracious powers! Whatdo you look like in Mrs.
Kimpkins's bonnet, with nil those bits of lace
and dowers flaunting around your faded checks!
Truly you are an object for angels to pity!
But your husband tries his best to encourage
you, aud declares it looks just like other town's
folks' bonnets, and that you will get used to
it.while the little ones laugh, and clap their J
bauds, at your abortive attempts to hide your
poor head somewhere beneath that " baseless '

fabric of a vision."
And now comes the silent farewell. How

(hard you try to talk about things indifferent j
on your way to the gtation. Why will the big
sob come choking up from your heart? Why jwill the voice grow so weak and husky ? Give jit up, little woman, you can no longer Rpcak. jPresently your husband, dear soul, peeps underyour veil, and, seeing your poor swollen J
eyes, wipes away your tears with his red silk .

handkerchief, and tells you in his kindest tone r

to cheer up, though his own tone is anything tbut cheering. tThis caps the climax of your wretchedness, .

and your pent-up agony bursts forth as though *

it would rend soul from body. It seems as ]if every fibre of your nature had grown fast to
your rustic home. You are as utterly crushed, in j,tearing away from it, as the poor mutilated ivy
torn from its old stone wall. As you pass along jthe road, a dozen cottage windows fly up, tand pleasant faces peep out to say how glad ^they are that you are really off. Mrs. Simpkinsespecially, with a child's bead each side of *

hers, cries out, " What a fine time you will jhave, and how the bonnet becomes you; you
look ten years younger." Good creature, you
forgive the pious fraud, but she can't deceive t
you. Yon know too well how that weeping |
face looks in that bape-faced bonnet. Ql}, it ig ?
cruel to qiajje you wear it | fhey might have r
let you wear your dear old brown hood. You t
long to tell your husband he is killing you, but i
you are past expostulation, and submit like a 1]
dumb lamb. No one but tbe Lord in heaven t
knows what you arc suffering, and yet this is y
all inflicted by the tender loving hand of your t
husband. He knows that your keen suscepti- ]j
bilitieS of enjoyment will be gratified on every n
hand as soon as the tearing asunder is once t]
over, and he is resolved not to foe ba|Tjed |
any ^njounp of f^reyell piisepy. f'his intense
conpeptr&tjojj of the ap'ections^^this heart ap4 si
soul absorption of a poputrywoman's life.is #iterrible in its strength and holiness. And this g
poor drooping creature, oh I most refined and d
exquisite city relations, is the outlandish hob- v,

goblin of your aristocratic sensibilities. Very
convenient is it for you to turn your pack of
tired school-children upon the wide fields and u

barn-yard freedom of their good aunts in the
country ; but it is a very different matter when fa
this poor fainting morsel of humanity asks a fa
little sympathy, a little civility, from yon. flow P
can she have the face to intrude herself, with no

her blushes and blunders, upon ears and eyes $'
polite ? 'Tis astonishing hpw of $'
propriety connpry p^le pavte j Ct

jfut nqjr ppr little woman stands shivering in
the wintry wind, pp the ricjcety old platform,
and the cars come rU8fiiug and hissing abound
the bill-side j another minute, and husband and «

poor baby are alone, and the car-duor is slpm- g.med to on the new passenger, One more \

?limpse they have of each other. Baby wildlyitretches ont his dimpled arms, and lifts up bis M

piteous voice, and weeps. A little dingy bunlieis Been coddled up on the back seat of the
?ars. No human could guess that it was any- u

thing living, save by the great heaving sobs an

that burst forth from its hidden centre. And
thus your countrywoman intrudes herself upon as
her town relations, re

/"

Forth* Ni'ion»! fir*.
PROF. PEIRCF. AND THE AFRICAN

RACE.
" Let justice be done, though the sky fell."

Prof. Peiroe, in It is lecture Wednesday night,
nade a sweeping assertion, that there has
tever been a mathematician of the African
ace. I understood hitu to declare, emphatically,that not a solitary person of that race has
ever as yet been knowu to possess mathematicalscience. Indeed, he seemed to lay it down
ts a thing imftossiblf for there to be a matheu&ticianof that race.

Now, justice to the memory of Benjamin.
_»»iiuiivcr, wnunc moiuer was a name Airicam,
ind his father's father also, seems to demand ai
vord or so in his defence. He was doubtles s
>ne of the most extraordinary men who ha^ e
irisen in our country; I do not say the most
irofound, for I am not capable of judging-
nit, considering the circumstances, he cerlair.ly
vas one of the most extraordinary men, in reipectof science, in his tray.and which has
imong us, hitherto, been regarded as matiienatical.ofhis day.
He tiourisbed in the latter part of the last

ind first part of the present century. Ilia place>f residence was Ellicott's Mills. Maryland.>Vith little or 110 education from teachers, he
nade all the calculations for the almansacs.pubishedin this region of country. He detected
iu error in Ferguson's calculations, for which
le received, through Mr. Jeffkrson, a highly omplimentaryletter from the savan's of France,
md was complimented by our own Government
villi an invitation to aid the commissioners in
aying out the scat of Government of the UnitedStates, which he did.

I do not suppose Prof. Peirce was ignorant)f the biographical sketch of Benjamin Bauniler,published bv Mr. Latrobe in 1845; hence
we must conclude, as he made 110 exception,
,bat he does not consider the science of Banuisermathematical science. For my own part.ind doubtless there are others like me.it
ivonld be highly gratifying, if the Professor
would, in a future lecture, state the distinction
between that science which enabled Banniker
to calculate eclinses of the sun and moon.

places of the planets, the various changes of
the moon and the tides, to correct errors in the
work of distinguished mathematicians, to ascertainlatitude and longitude, and practically to
lay out cities, Ac., and mathematics.
The biographical sketch of Banniker, by Mr.

Latrobe, may be found in the number
if the African Repository lor 1845.

1 oura, Ac., j. r. p.

Cei.ebratiox of Franki.in's Birthday in
Boston..The birthday of Franklin was commemoratedin Boston, on Tuesday evening, by
the" Franklin Typographical Society," before
whom lion. Edward Everett delivered an orationon the early life of that distinguished
printer, prefaciug his remarks with a most
beautiful and,feeling allusion to the catastrophe
at Lawrence, and adding:
" Nor can we fail to take a melancholy pleasurein reflecting that the indescribable horrors

of the scene were relieved by,displays of Christianresignation and saint like heroism, in the
humbler walks of life, not to be surpassed in
the history of our race. The poor child, who,
cheerful and unselfish, refused to be rescued
till Mr. Nash was saved, and who was crushed
before her turn came.the little girl, who, when
she perceived that hpr own escape was impossible,held out her due-bill to her more fortunate
companiou, amidst the scorching flames, saving,' You will be saved ; 1 shall not; carry this
to uiy poor father'.needed no further preparationfor th:: company of the angels,' to which,
like the prophet of old, they were caught up in
a chariot of fire."

Mr. Everett also briefly referred to the death
of Macaulay, the historian, and eulogized his
talents and writings.
Who is for a Coat of Tar and Fkath-

Ens;.rrobably there are lew 01 our readers
who would like to be smeared with tar, and
then equipped with a covering of leathers.
Nor would many of them, we fancy, be much
delighted with receiving thirty-nine lashes with
a cowhkin, well laid on. A ride on a rail might
be less unpleasant, but we doubt whether many
of them would think it an agreeable diversion.
To come down to matters of less moment, we

do not suppose that they would take pleasure
in being summarily expelled from the country
for the offence of speaking their minds respect
ing a political institution which they desired
Lo reform, or that they would be even satisfied
to have the newspapers for which they sub
scribed, withheld from them hy the creatures
of the Government. A reasonable man, let
him live in what part of the country he might,
would, we are sure, pardon any of our readers
for not taking a fancy to he treated in either
of the ways we have enumerated.

In saying this, we but state some of the objectionsto the ixtensioix of slavey which have
not hith rto rtccvel the attention they deserve..AT.Y. Kv. 1'osl.

Iow.i..Cknsus oi' 1859..Governor Lowe
lolivercd his last message to the Legislature of
Iowa on the 9th instant. It is a document of
jreat length, but gives a very cloar and satisfactorystatement of the present condition and
lecessities of the State. From a census, taken
ty State authority during the past year, the
population is put at 642,532, being an increase
>f 123,168 since 1856.and will probably reach
'00,000 before the Federal census is taken.
L'he agricultural statistics, taken at the same

imc, but which, of course, refer to 1858, show
hat over 500,000 tons of hay were cut, over

1,000,000 bushels of wheat harvested, over

13,000,000 bushels of corn cribbed, over
1,500,000 bushels of potatqe? {lug, nearly
jO.QOO gallops of ipolaust-s, manufactured from
lorgbum, yattie and hogs sold to an amount
acceding $5,000,000, and exported wool and
ead to the value of $250,000. The Governor
hinks that in the year 1859 the beef and pork
vould show an excess over 1858 of 20 to 25
>er cent., while the corn crop would not fall
hort of 50,000,000 bushels, and the value of
he sorghum crop would reach $500,000.
c_.. i m._ t u t-i
ouvA.-M.fc «m. me ci^a rraser

ell of a wind which suddenly overtakes or river
peets men ip thpt region, which is so Qverpowsinglycold as tft t>ee?e one VQ death in a few
ninutes. The traveler has certain premoniionBof its approach, and prepares to weather
t or die. He can only weather it by killing a
lorse or some other animal on the instant, cutinghim open, and crawling into the palpitatingitals. The wind soon passes over, ana before
he carcass of the dead beast becomes cold the
ife of the traveller is saved. reduce
iay be placed on ^uie^eut \ye leave to
he r.hduaophers 'determine.. Such a wind
.;'ou(4 syera io be the very oppos^tQ cyf that
ercc and bligtyipg wind yyhh'h UUwwd through
3,me of thg Sjopippfp of this 8tate last
Ufpifltsr, hiifpiftg up all vegetation, roasting
teen fruit upon the trees, and striking animals
ead with the heat upon the plains..MarysUle(Cal.) National Democrat.
Maine..t^O new State valuation will run

p to about $175,000,000.which is au increase
F seventy-five per cent, in ten years. Veryiir for a State generally considered amongst young men as a slow couutry to liye in.
ortlaud goes from seven un ^ twenty-fiveillions. Bangor fry^ai l&^OfyOOO to over

5-OQCkOOO. ^ewiston from $080,000 up to£40,0,000. (IBerryfieTd has gone up 70 perinf. Calais is about 00 per cent, in advance.

PRENTTCEUNA,
A Mississippi paper says that no human power
can break the bonds of the slaves" in that
Ate. We have no idea that the Mississippiacks oan as easily get rid of their u bonds,"the Mississippi whites managed to do a few
ara ago.
No countenance has been given to Mr. Dougiin this State, except our neighbor Harney's,id that's a shockingly ugly one.
The editor o( the New Hampshire Patriot 1
ks " whether a dog can reason." Let his i
aders answer. <

* '

The Calhoun Revolution.Its Basis and
its Progress.

SPEECH OF HONTT. R. DOOLITTLE,
OF WISCONSIN,

IN THE SENATE #F THE IGNITED STATES,
J AWARY 3, iHflO.

Mr. DOOLITTLE. Mr. President, I desire, also,
to submit a few observations upon one portiou
Of the President's message referred to by the
honorable Senator [Mr. Bkown] who has just
preceded me. I read from the message:
" 1 cordially congratulate you upon the final settlement,

by the Supreme Court of the t'glted HtaSee, of the qneirttou
of slavery tu the Territories, which had presented an as(>ect
so truly tormklable at the commencement uf my Admlnbdratiou.The right has been established of every citizen to take
bis property of any kind, including .slaves, into the common
Territories, belonging equally to all the Slates of the Confederacy,and to havo it protected there under the Federal CouSLiution.Neither Congress, nor a Territorial Legislature,
nor any h-.tmau power, has any authority to anuul or >mpu,r
this vested right."
And again, I read upon the same page:

' Thus tuts the status of a Territory ,'dnrtag the mtormodiateperled from its tlrst settlement until it sbail Ixonuo a

Stale, heeit irrevocably flrod by the float decision of the SupremeCof|rt." 9

In the first place, sir, what strikes me with
great force is the radical change in the opinions
of Mr. Buchanan within the last twelve years.
Twelve years ago, he stated deliberately to the
American people that " the inference, in bis
opinion, was irresistible, that Congress had the
power t(S legislate upon the subject of slavery in
the Territories." To-day, as President, he de.v...
viaic^ nmv

" Tho r jjlit has boon established of every citizen to take
hi* property uf any kind, including slaves, into 111" common
Tevrttorieiiibelnngtng equally to all the State* of the Ounfederaey,und to have it protected thero under the Fedora!
Constitution " und lliul "neither Con ^ res*, nor a Territorial
legislature, nor uDy htitnan power, luut an> authority to an
nui or iinjtalr this vetted right."

Sir, is it not most remarkable that a man of
his ability and experience, after having, at the
ripened ago of fifty years and upwards, declared
that thp question is so free from all doubt that-,
in his opinion, the inference is irresistible that
Congresrf lias the power to legislate upon the
subject pf slavery in the Territories, should,
for some reason, now, in the later years of bis
life, after be has passed the period of threescore,so completely change his opinions on
this question as to maintain and declare that
" neither Congress, nor a Territorial Legislature,
nor auy human power," has the right to resist
the introduction of slavery into the Territories
of the United States, or "to anuul or impair
that vested right?" What an extraordinary
change must have come over the opinion of this
man witbjp the last few years

But, sir, the change in his opinion is no

greater tft in the change which has come over
the opinions of hundreds and thousands in the
Southern Stales. In 1840, the opinion found
few advocates among the men of the South,
that Congt#rs had not the constitutional power
to legislate upon the subject of slavery in the
Territories and fewer still that slavery is
carried imp and protected in them under the
Federal Constitution. There were none at the
North. It is a new thought; it is an afterthought.
It is not an original conclusion to w hich men's
minds have come, but it is a part of a systematicattempt to revolutionize public opinion,
to promotq what the slave power deems to be its
pecuniary and political interests. The leading
tnen of the South, having taken these new

grounds, have dictated to the party in power,
during the last and present Administrations, a

change in Its opinions and its policy.
A distitiguislied gentleman, the Vice President

of the United States, for whom I entertain the
highest respect, in a late speech delivered in
Kentucky, used the following language, speaking
of the different state of circumstances under
which the i-ien of the South now find themselves,
compared v^ith what it wab ten years ago :
" We tavejhc Utociiliv* we h*vu the hiv»» we have

the doemioi.s <4 lie ceil hi and dial .» a great advance frou
whore W' si "tb t'-ii years ago."

In February| 1847, Mr. Calhoun introduced in
the Senate a resolution declaring, for the first
lime, this doctrine, that the Constitution, of iu
own force, guaranties the right to take slaves
into the Territories of the United States ; and, at
the same t rue, another resolution denying the
power of Crjigress to inhibit it. Up to thai time,
very few, aiQong the orominent men at the South,
assented tOqhat doctrine. Under his lead, however,they have changed their groqpd, and have
changed the ground of the fieiuocratic party,using its organisation to force on a reroluttou
in opinion i n this question; and to a very great
extent, i ccafess, they have already succeeded
with loose y-ho still act with that party.

I do not deny that they voted against the Congressionalprohibition sought to be applied in
1840; but what I say is this, that there were
very lew of uetn who took the ground at that daythat the Congress of the United Mlales, uuder
the Constitution, had wot the power to make the
prohibition, -J t'hey sought to apply it. .Sir, the
whole histor * of this Government, from the beginningdown t) 1847, was a history of prohibition
or limitation of slavery on the part of Congress ;and there ne-rer was an art organizing any Territoryunder^the authority of the United States,which did fot in the art itjplf »«cognise the
power of Cf ogress to upon the subjectof slavery p evious to 1847 ; but I shall have
QC-caBion tu refer to them more in del ail hereafter.

1 desiie fear a single moment now to inquireinto, and, if possible, juobe this thing to the
bottom, and-see what has brought about this
revolution of sentiment upon this question. The
truth is, thtt the South have changed their
ground on the w hole subject of slavery.slaveryiu the abstract, and slavery in its relations to the
legislative and judicial powers of this Government.We of the Republican party stand whose
our fathers stood, where your fathers stood, and
where you yourselves stood but a easy few years
ago, on this question of slavery- Y"U tbeu, and
your fathers always, adpjki,tVed?btvery tobe as evil,
to be tol<>:Mted as a necessity until you could see
your \, qy to get rid of it < hut you did not take
the ground that slavery was a blessing, and in
accordance with natural right.
You hav« not, until recently, assumed the

doctrine that the natural and normal condition
of the laboring man is tbat of a slave. \\ i*
within ihe last few years that this doc Wine has
been promulgated at the South, and £ grant that
there, it has made and U u^ing most rapidstrides. It reacts jro^ schools, and, it teach**
your ch'A;vhei}, and U peaches jo\u puMic journals.

i'f. CHKSNVT. With the permission of the
Senator'from Wisconsin, I deny that the position
at the South is that the normal condition of the
laboring man 'is that of slavery. The positionis, that the formal condition of the African
among us is that of slavery, aud the proper condition.It is the true and only beneficial relation,
Tbat is the ground we assume as the position,
not of the wnite laborer, but of the African
laborer, in this country,Mr. DOOU'fTMl 1 understand, Mr, President,that aooc* of the leading men and journals
of the South, -in defending slavery, do not undertaketo justify it uj>on the ground of negro
slavery alone. j. The Review of Mr. De Bow, the
Richmond Enquirer, the Charleston Mercury, tho
Richmond Examiner, and the book published byMr. Fitzhugh, which was commended very generallyby the leading Democratic press to the
people of the f>outh, take the ground and justifyslavery, not teranse slaves are negroes.the descendantsof fyam.but put It upon the broader
ground, and, hj they allege, the only defeasible
ground upon which slavery can rest, that the
natural and n&rmal condition of the laboring
man is tbat of j. slave; and that the true ground
on which to reconcile this conflict between capitaland tabor,is, that capital should own its
labor, and not yire it.

[Mr. Doot.rrfcLK was here interrupted My Mr. fClay, of Alabama, and also hy Mr. Huowx, of
Mississippi, wfeo uvitd* some remarks, which
are omitted, substantially concurring with Mr. 1
Cheanvt. SeeXAppendix, Note A.] (

Mr. DOOLJTTLR. Mr. President, I shall, perhaps,from wh#t has now occurred, do what I
did not intend in the outset, refer to some South- 1
em authorities bearing on this question. 1 do c
not say that all the leading men and presses 1
of the South to-day take the ground that the
laboring man iaa slave, whether white or black,
but I do maintain that some of their lead- t
ing presses antk some of their leading men do t
take that positjon, and do justify slavery, upon c
the ground that the trne way to reconcile this v

troublesome question of capital and labor is ti

simply this: thut capital should own its labor, £
slid not hire ife The honorable Senator from t
South Carolina, [Mr. Hammond,] the colleague c
of the gentleman who first interrupted me, in

r
%

hia famous speech, delivered here, denominatedthe "mud-sill speech".I speak ot it
with no disrespect to him, but merely to designatethe speech in which that term was used.
substantially took the ground that the laboring
white men of the North were slaves in fact,
though not in name, as much so as the negroes
of the South who are actually held in the conditionof slavery. That is one authority.

[llere Mr. Chmmct made some more extended
remarks. Mr. 1). resumed.]

I do not deny that men at the South diiTcr in
their opinions, some, perhaps the majority, as

yet, maintaining that the doctrine that the nat*
ural and normal condition of the laboring man
is that of a slave, applies to the negro race, and
to the Degro race alone; but. at the same time,
1 maintain that leading m*n and presses at the
South undertake to justify slavery, not upon the
ground of neyro tUun-ry as an exceptional institution,but upon the broader and higher ground
that slavery, in the abstract, is right and natural,and "the most safe and stable basis for *

free institntions in the world." *
Mr. PUGH. I hope the Senator will permit

me to interrupt him. I want to make a suggestion.
Mr. DOOL1TTLE. If the gentleman is from

the South, at this stage of the discussion 1 will \
give way.

^
a

Mr. PCJGH. No, sir; I wieh to say something
to yen as a Northern man, if the Senator will
permit me.

Mr. DOOLTTTLE. 1 desired to address myself
to tbe Senate; and when 1 was speaking u|»on a

subject which concerned particularly Southern
States, and was addressing myselt to Southern
men, I conseuted to be interrupted by them. If,however, my friend from Ohio desires to sayanything special, 1 have no objection to hear
him.

Mr. PUGH. I was about to suggest to the
Senator, that the shortest way to settle the fact
was to name 6ome man or some newspaper, be-
cause 1 nave uearu jusi suon sugge-lions as that
made a thousand times to the people of the nonslaveholdlngStates, and 1 believe it haa done
more to produce this ill blood than uhy other
course of assertion. Now, the Senator 13 contradicted; let hioi give the authority, and it can
be easily settled one way or the other. 4 jMr. DOOL1TTLE. Well, I name the RichmondExaminer, which said : »!
" Our Object in those pri-ljuluary p-marlcs ia to show howonWW* it 10 for the South to attempt tojustify negro nUvoryus nu except"1"*' institution. It is the only form »i s uvurywhich tuts excited the prejudicr* of mankind. an.! given riee>hi utiuiitiou , lh« ouiy kiuo of slavery which bus n«t been.until rcci nt'y, universal. The expori.-u.-.-, th" practicm, unci Athe history "i matikiu'l, amply vindicate slavery, in th>. ubstruct, a* a natural, universal, and com*.*: vuueo uist.tcik.n. IIn justily nig slavey in ti.u general Or abstract, n liavwto contend with the prcJudiCeM growing out of the African .'»lavo trade, out of the cruel troutment of slav.v whereverthit trade ox.sts, and the still greater projii-lloeri <4 race au.lcolor, hull, it is shown by history,both s-tored ami pi -lone,that domeat.,- savory is a natural, uormal, and, Ull lat?lykuniversal institution.'

The Richmond Enquirer I will name for another
.Vlr. CLAY. Will the Senator pardon me for

a moment? I did not hear the words, "whiteslavery,'' iu the extract which be has read, and1 want to know now, after reading t'uat extract jmerely, severed from the context, by what authorityhe maintains lliHt the Richmond Exam
tncr holds to the doctrine that slavery is thmal condition of the laboring classes of alljwces?1 say that the very extract no has read fails to Isustain his alligation, stid I venture to assertthat, if he will produce the whole articie, it willdisprove it clearly.

[Mr. Clay here made pome further remarks,mainly personal to himself.]Mr. DOOL1TTLK. As to the meaning of t'je
paragrapn 1 have read, that is a question of constructionbetween the honorable Senator andmy?elf.

Mi. CLAY. I ask for the word " white" there.Mr. DOOLITTLK. It seems to me perfectlyclear that lb** construction 1 give is ewtVcP1' Hclaims tha: slavery cannot be defended as an in- x 1stii 111 ion based 011 negro slavery alone. The*Richmond Enquirer took the same ground, whenit said:
" t'nti! reenntly, the <tcf.-nou of sla'.-ry has labored under \great il.ill.-ulli.u, bi-oauee its apoWigVu.for tb.-v were mere!>' apologists.look tub way grooun. They Confine I the tielt-ixoi slavery t» m-.-re tie£jv> slavery, thereby givine uplli" kiuvery 1* luciple, minnuico; oilier tin uie oi slavery to bew: "hi(. au.l yielding up the authority of the Bible, and of tbohistory, practices, ami exiw.rionro of mankind. Human exl<lice, .-hew ing the universal success ot slave society, andUi»> universal luil-ire of iVe.- uo.-.-ety, w.u* unavailing to lii.-wi.bw uuko they weru precluded from employing it by odimtLtig Slavery in tbo abstract U> bo wrong. The delnuoe of"nun- negro slavery iuvol veil u10111 lu stnl greater difticulty.'Iln- lino of defuuee, however, is now changed The

,South''.
IThe editoe undertakes to speak for the South.

" TV South now 111:1 idbuns Unit slavery is right, Datura),uud lo v. --en y it hows ihnt al' Ihvlrie and almost att hutwinauthority j-istd»es it. The rsmth further charge* thailie.- Hu Sim Imm of Irw apctatv m Vastri kSarapa has JJbeen irhui the beginning a cruel failure, and thai symptoms CKWVn a"- (hiatal m tor Karik. While a m ;ur u»«>r« ,fohefooi that lilgnw lie slav.-x than whites.for they are [ Jf.i.ly lit to labor, not t direct.vol the prtaripltt or Slavery Ufis in Ibtel right, and dues not dopoud on difference of com I ' 'plexion."
Mr. Johnson a distinguished gentleman from

.Georgia, in a speech delivered in the city of! §Philadelphia in 1856, said, substantially, that jthe gro'ind on which the South now stands is,that capital should own and not hire its labor.But, Mr. President, it is not material to mypresent purpose to inquire how mauy or howr -jfew of the men of the South now ina'.otaiu theseviews. Most certainly, 1 eh-tll rot stand here toquestion for one moment the sincerity of thosegentlemen who disclaim such '.-xtreme opinions, ifand maintain, as they nov; do, that slaveryshould be confined to th<i negro race alone. I "

.take them at their word, and accept precisely >?what thay now say. Their position is, that sla- i?'vcrv is a blessing, an institution approved ofGod, and to bp maintained by man. That I understand»o be the ground upon which the gen- '
tleaifn now stand. Well, sir, that is substaa- > Itially all that I intended to say in the beginning, «!when I was interrupted, in order to show that vIthe South have changed their ground on this

,Iquestion of slavery.negro slavery, if you please. IHow long is it since the leading men of the SouthK jand in all th»? Stat°s of the South, their judg<v*upon the twin lies of their Supreme Courts, their a,stuU-auwn in Congress and ont of Congress^ took VtW ground which the Richmond Enquirer stated fwas taken by the South, that slavery was an \aril .1 1 '. - '
x,... «puiu)(M(au iur, to dc oorne as a necessity,rather than hear something worse? How' |buig «i it since they have taken the ground that Islavery is a positive good; \ divine institution,
on which you may ask thq blessing of the church '

and the blessing of Heaven? It has all cotne upwithin the last few years, under the lead of Mr. jCalhoun; there ii no disputing this fact.
iSir, but the other day, in this very Senate, theSenator fruse Virginia, [Mr. HbhtkrJ in speak- iing of the courwe which Wad been pursued by Mr. ILete-her, the lately-elected Governor of Virginia,la relation to some speech or doctrines that badbeen promulgated in Western Virginia, stood uphere and stated the fact frankly, in substance.I speak from memory.that we in Virginia have 4changed our ground j we do not slaud where wostood anciently \ we do not stand where our fathersstood upon this slavery question; as much

as to s>y, we do not believe in what Washingtonbelieved, and Jefferson believed, and Madisonbelieved, and Monroe believed, and all the leadingmen of Virginia, lor the first fifty years of ourexistence under the Constitution, believed; wehave changed our opinion in Virginia, and insteadof now admitting that slavery is an evil,,to be restricted and discouraged, and which wo
may hope and pray may be some day entirely removedfrom the Republic, we now take tbeground that it is a blessing, to be lostered, encouraged,and extended, as a benefit to the black
man ana a Dcncnt to the white. Mr. President,.I do no* tin<i f*nlt wilh gentlemen when theychange their opinions

Mr. MASON. Will the Senator allow me U> in- 'terrupt bim?
Mr. DOOLITTLE. Certainly.Mr. MASON. The Senator, I presume. in referringto a Senator from Virginia, 'referred to mytolleagnt
Mr. DOOLITTLE. I did.
Mr. MASON. '1 have not a eery distinct recofectionof what opinions he advanced on the oeasionto which the Senator alludes. I presumeie alludes to a debate during the present session.Mr. DOOLITTLE. Yes, sir.
Mr. MASON. 1 think, however, that he baateen quoted by the bonorabio Senator, substnnially,correctly. Certainly, I believe that beauseof the aggressions committed bj the eer-

,lie States, commonly called the free States,ipon the condition of African bondage in theiouth, the mind of the Sooth has been mornurned toward it, and by reason of that further |onsideration, more deliberation, pondering morn J[St* fourth page. ] I J
\

^ J .


